CHAPTER III
VAUCOULEURS
C'!T is God's will that I go into France, to the Dauphin,
* to have him crowned/3 was the form in which Joan
announced her mission to Durand Laxart.   Taken all in
all it is about as astounding an announcement as any
human being ever made to another.   Why did Durand
Laxart take it so seriously that he lent himself to a
deception which was bound to involve him in serious
trouble with her parents?  Why did he not tell her that
she was raving and ought to be locked up?   Or even
remind her that all the royal armies had for six years
proved unable to keep the Dauphin and his crown from
drifting further apart?   Or at least point out that she
was barely seventeen, and a girl at that, who could not
write her own name and had never been over a dozen
miles from home in all her life?   And if Durand was
exceptionally gullible (though his contemporaries seem to
have considered him a man of average hard head) why
did the inhabitants of Vaucouleurs, when the pair turned
up in the town a week or two later, not hoot these
questions after them in the streets?
If any of these things had happened, Joan of Arc would
probably have withered of old age as a peasant's wife
instead of burning as a heroine and martyr at nineteen.
Without the whole-hearted faith of her cousin and the
town of Vaucouleurs the mission must have collapsed at
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